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Satire should, likea poiish'd razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen. —Lapy Montacu’ 


‘* Political Pasquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones of Political history. They supply information as to the personal 


often as to the motives and obiects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere "’)—Croker’s New WuicG GuiIpbe. 
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JOHN BULL'S CHRISTMAS PUDDING. 





Christmas, from time immemorial, has been the season of 


stuffing ; and because every body thinks proper to load his sto- 
mach with all kinds of deleterious compounds, it is declared to 
be the season of merriment. English merriment is, however, 
generally of a somewhat sober kind ; and, as Christmas is the 
time for paying bills as well as for eating roast beef, the mirth 
every one assumes is not always particularly spontaneous. 
Seymour, however, on whose vivacity no season exercises 
‘he slightest influence, has taken advantage of the time to show 
us what sort of a political Christmas dinner John Bull is left 
to chew upon. ‘The Ministers have been at work to prepare a 


pudding for our very gullible friend ; and we have in the above 
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act of making it. They have been all the year trying to collect 
ingredients for this marvellous pudding; but with all their di- 
ligence there will be a sad poverty of fruit, and a great paucity 
of what is likely to make it palateable to John Bull’s appetite. 
Grey has thrown into it a spice of Reform, bnt it is a very 
small quantity, and not of a very good kind: while such an 
abundance of the bitter of Coercion has been heedlessly thrown 
in, as almost to neutralise the effects of the more grateful ingre- 


dients. Old Althorp has been attempting to mix up something 


candid amid the other articles; but it is 
quantity altogether, that it by no means is able to impart its 


the most precious 


such avery sma!|} 


flavour to the other articles employed in 
composition. Brougham has thrown in a sprinkling of what 
the cooks call reasons, but they are few and far between ; 
while Lord Durham has contrived to upset the mustard pot 
into the pan, so as to give a sharp and bitter taste to the whole 
mixture. Her Majesty has also been amongst the ministerial 
cooks to see what is going on ; and, unfortunately, by the dig- 
nified acidity of her most Queenly countenance, has turned sour 
many of the ingredients that might otherwise have made the 
pudding more palateable to John Bull, who has been waiting 
for it all the year with a mixture of patience and anxiety. We 
very much suspect that the offering will not prove particularly 
acceptable in John’s eyes, more especially as the Duke of We!- 
lixgton has taken advantage of the backs of the cooks being 
sometimes turned to throw in little matters to mar the effect of 


nA a ; | the more pleasant parts of it. When John Bull comes to fea: 
earicature a faithfnl represeutation of the Whig cooks in the P east 
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upon his political Christmas dinner, he will, we suspect, find 
that his servants are not exactly the persons he wants, and that 
they neither study his tastes or understand his appetite. 
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THE INTERPRETER. 





Privilege versus Poverty. 

It is always the case that law may be used for the protection 
of the riel an d the Op pression of the poor, a fact easily ac- 
counted for by the recollection that the poor had no hand in 
making i A few days ago, one of the courts was disgraced 
by the appearance of a Baronet as a party to a suit, the object 
of which was to enable him (the Baronet) to sneak out of the 
poor-rates, he maintaining that his house in Richmond Ter- 
race was built on ground that was extra-parochial. It is really 
disgusting to find a man rolling in wealth taking a petty advan- 
tage of a legal quibble, to evade a small annual contribution 
towards the support of poverty. It is persons like this Sir 
(‘harles Burrell who take so much from those lower in rank 
than themselves, and they ought not to be found grudging the 
restoration of a little portion of that which they have gained 
to the sustenance of those whom the present system of things 
has reduced to poverty. Why is the shopkeeper in Parliament- 
street to pay towards ‘the maintenance of the poor, while the 
aristocratic and wealthy occupant of a house in Richmond Ter- 
race Is to be exe mpted from helping to alleviate the poverty 


engendered by that system which awards to aa more than his 
. cad proper share of the world’s advant: ges. Sir Charles 
Burrell’s name ought really to be held up as a nek ot scorn, 
for the meanness that induces a Baronet and a man of wealth 
to endeavour to : eetieeaie himself froma share of the burden 


Which is imposed on one part of the community, by the unfor- 
tunate poverty suffered by another portion of it. It says very 
little for the heart of a man of title and wealth, to be thus 
cautious about his pocket, when what is required from it is a 
small contribution towards the relief of his fellow creatures’ 
necessities, 

The Libel-loving Lawyer. 


According to a notice among the answers to correspondents in 
the Zvimes of a day or two back, Dicas, the man who di: stinguished 
himself by an action against “pee DB eadealia im, and who has made 


himself further conspicuous by eighty-six actions against as 
many iunecent news-venders for one libel in a newspaper. ‘This 
Dicas seems to be about as clever at spelling and grammar as 
at getting costs and hunting for damages. Every one 
should be made acquainted with the fact that Dicas has written 
ungrammatical letter to the Times ; fer every one 


he Is 


ca ! 
adil liiespeit 


is wondering what kind of a man that must be, who, with a 
Metropolitan Law Society in existence, still keeps his name 
upon the rolls, and brings eighty-six actions for one alleged 
Oifenee, the purpose of sach suits being evidently to make 


her than to get damages. 


libel, though we 
slightest sign of an attack upon ws, which 
six action would be repelled with a determined force 
that would crush him by its vehemence. The newsmen have 
most properly associated to defend themselves against this man, 
whose conduct for by the inuorance 
badly spelt letter to the Editor 
How is it men, so palpably without 

education, are suitered to get their 
on the rollof practising Attornies? But if Dicas goes 
has been doing hitherto, his ignorance will soon be an 
antidote to his—but we must net run into a libel. It isa pity 
truth should be libellous, if of a disparaging tendeney, for in 


costs rat Dicas may perhaps presume 
know he dare not make the 


(spite of his eighty- 


to call this a 


DOW e] 


U] ud) cht counted 
manifested in his disgrat eful V 
of the Vtmes Newspaper. 


the elementary parts of 


is 


gross 


names uy 


on as he 


FIGARO IN 


ee 


eee 


LON DOWN 


to avoid the libel law, tell a lie, 
aud praise him. Fortunately, however, his own actions, which 
he frequently thrusts before the public, form the most whole- 
some correctives to a belief of any thing laudatory that might 
be said with reference to the eighty-six action power, cost- 
secking, truth-hating, ill-spelling, and grammar-scorning soli- 
citor. 


speaking of Dicas, we must, 


The Bench v. the Beershops. 

Old Justice Gazelee, one of the twelve old women who sit 
wrapped up in a piece of purple Merino for six thousand pounds 
a-year, has been blowing up the beer shops, at the Chelmsford 
Assives > - and, in fact, seems to think they ought all to be done 
up, because some few of the offences tried under his superin- 
tendence were supposed to have been conceived in these estab- 
lishments. Now Gazelee’s logic is bad, and ought to be the 
cause of sending him flying from the bench as an impotent and 


fallacious reasoner, in whose power the sword of justice may, 
very likely, become exceedingly dangerous. ‘ Down with the 
beer shops,” howls Gazelee, “ for there crimes have been 


planned.” Why, upon this principle, what havoc must be eom- 
mitted, with reference to every city in the world and every eor- 
ner of every metropolis! Why not down with Drary Lane 
theatre, for there King George the Third was shot at! Why 
not down with Waterloo bridge, for people have committed the 
crime of suicide by leaping oft from it? In fact, nothing onght 
to stand, if its having been the scene of the design or exe- 
cution of a crime should be sufficient to doom it to demolition. 
But Gazelee is and at his years there will be no 
mending him. 


an old ass, 


~ 


GLOUCESTERIANA.—No. 65 





It is not often that Higgins ventures a remark without some 
thing having been said by the Duke, his master, as a kind of 
cue, though on a recent occasion he ‘actually dared to be the 
first of the pair to commence a conversation. ‘ Master,” said 
he, “ [’min a mess—look at this,” and he produced a_ piece 
of dirty white paper. ‘The Duke took the document frem tli 
aid-de-camp’s hand and read as follows :-— 

Colone!] Biggins, 

Debtor to Hannah White. 


= #8. .4. 
l half ashirt - ° 0 O 2 
A sock - - 0 0 O83 
1 pocket handkerchief - 0 0 O8 
1 pair of strong boys shoes 0 O 2 
] pinafore - - - 0 VO ] 
L frill - - - 0 oO |] 
l nankeen spencer - - 0 oO |] 

0 O 8 


said the Duke, “‘ this isa mess, I’ll admit. What’s 
The aid-de-camp groaned and put the following 


“ Well,” 


to be done.” 


letter into the hands of his afflicted master : 
“ Sur,—Unles yore woshing akount is settled to-d: ay, I shall 


he Duke’s stays, witch I shood be sorry to 

owever, kalled so frekuently, that I must 

of my loyyer if it aint paid immediately. 
Yores anoid, 


be oblige d to detane t 
have to do. I ve wh 
put it into the hai (ds 


‘cH, Wire.” 
said the humane Duke, “this must be paid.’ 
yelped the bankrupt toadeater, 
Oh, the caves of the 
ho!” vociferated the 


‘Well, Higgins,” 
‘It is very well to say that,” 
‘* but where’s the money to come from ? 
world! the cares of the world!” “Oh, 


clamorous Duke, “if you have eares Higgins, only think what 
must be the condition of Car-us Wilson 2’ Higgin s whistled 
the Evening Hymn. 
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A WAGGISH WINDMILL PROPRIETOR. 





There are evidently Wags among all people, and the J/orn- 
ing Herald of Wednesday last introduces us to a waggish 
proprietor of a windmill, who seems to be a person of most 
facetious propensities. The following is the paragraph that 
nuts the public in possession of the knowledge of his racy 
eccentricities :— 


A few days ago a windmill near this place was blown down by a severe 


hurricane, and when the owner returned he found his property a complete 


wreck. He had left a boy to take care of the mill in bis absence.—Chichester 


Herald. 

here is something particularly rich in the idea of leay- 
ing a boy to take care of a windmill, and prevent its being 
blown down; as if the dad had only to take hold of the 
sails and keep them steady amid the most violent hurricane. 
We hear of persons being left to take care of children, and pre- 
vent them from encountering accidents, but a boy left in charge 
of a windmill is a fine specimen of a disposition to throw a slight 
upon the power of old blustering Boreas. The lad was, we pre- 
sume, intended as a sort of scare-crow to warn intruding blasts 
from the exposed property. How very odd that the owner 
found his mill blown down by a hurricane, when he took the 
admirably shrewd precaution of leaving a boy to take care of 
the premises! What a horrible neglect of duty, the poor 
youth must have been guilty of, to let the wind do sucha thing ! 
Bat perhaps old Boreas settled the stripling with a dlow on the 
face, and thus threw him off his guard in his work of custody. 


BREVITIES. 
‘* Brevity is the soul of wit.’’—Shakspeure. 


A mew system. 
A book is advertised called the Anti-Spelling Book, pro- 
What a 
proficient scholar the Blacking-man would be! for old Hunt 
has been in the habit not only of reading but also of writing 


fessing to teach children to read without spelling. 


without spelling for several years. 
A stretcher. 

Lord Lyndhurst is said to be a man of very enlarged views, 
and indeed we can prove it; for it has been said that he actually 
sees integrity in Bishop Philpotts. 

A sharp shave. 


‘The Ministry will be sure to stand,” said Brougham to 
“True, for it can never go on,” was the tart reply 
Bug to great Hum-bug. 


Sugden. 
of little 
Like causes produce like effects. 

Hunt 
farthing as its value. This oue farthing was produced by 
another far-thing ; siuce that must be called far, which has 


goue to the devil long ago. 


brought an action for his character and got one 
S =) 


Rather rude. 
The pensioners whose names have lately been published in 
the Civil List, declare the List is any thing but etr¢d for ex- 


posing them, 
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Epigram: 
(On the falsehoods of a certain paper.) 
The Globe indulges oft in fibs, 
And when at truth ’twill scoil, 
It coolly says its lies are squihs / 
How badly they go off! 
The old story. 

A book is just announced under the title of the Story With- 
out an End. Surely it must be intended to publish a history 
of Whig duplicity. 

All my eye. 

The King is said to have intellect in his eye. It is lucky 
that what he does carry in his eye happens to be his intellect : 
for he can put all of it there, and be quite certain of seeing 
none the worse for it. 


THEATRICALS. 


The Westminster play has been performed, as usual, for the 
benefit of the Captain of the School, who pockets all that can 
be got from the visitors, by the pertinacious thrusting of a 
black college cap into the face of every one who attends the 
representation of the comedy. This gentlemanly proceeding 
was, according to The Times, diversified and enlivened a fey 
evenings ago, by a liberal shower of * aked tators” among 
the audience ; and it is said that a piece of the nutritious fruit 
lighted on the head of his honour the Vice Chancellor, with 
such peculiar force, that his organ of | 
suddenly to an inconceivable altitude. The young ideas a: 
Westminster are doubtless duly taught to shoot, but while they 
are shooting it is a pity some more elegant missile than 
“baked tutor” is not selected for the exercise. The second 
master, Old Preston, whom we remember ever since we ye- 
collect the school itself, has been doing a bit of wit in the shano 
of an epilogue, in which he attempts to satirise criticism, but 
he should confine himself to his old trade of flogging boys. 
leaving the flagellation of critics toa more skilful wielder of the 
retributive tomahawk. ‘There is a great deal of merit due. 
however, to a man who at his time of life tries to be funny: fo, 


veneration shot u 1) 


the utmost wit he ever was guilty of, is the stale classie pun ot 
Cesar venit in Galliam summda diligentid, which old P., with 
a self-important chuckle used to translate thus: 
into Gaul on the top of the diligence. "This joke is nearly as 
old as Queen Elizabeth, (whose health, by the bye, the sapient 
Westmiusters still continue to drink once per annum), but 
Preston shows a facetious animus, and that must atone for the 
horrible antiquity of his witticisms. 

Gustavus (the only thing worth paying twopence to see of 
all the affairs brought out under the lesseeship of Bunn, the 


Cesar came 


small and raving-mad amateur) is to be withdrawn this week, 
to make way for a farrago of Farley’s trash, under the title o1 
a Christmas Pantomime. Glue, paint, nails, hammers, saw- 
dust, and soiled scenery, are all to be put in requisition for the 
important occasion, and every thing is to be done to humbug 
the public, aud to complete the ruin of the establishment. The 
preparations are of the most extensive kind that it is possible 
to conceive; for Bunn began to make ready so long ago as 
August last, in which month he bought three penn’orth of 
At Drury Lane, 


has been in attendance every 


spangles for the dress of the Columbine. 
Harris of St. Paul’s Churehyard 
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day with the book of the seven Champions, and Ducrow is 
preparing the dresses after the designs in that most delicious of 
story- books, 


“‘ High diddle diddle, 

The cat and the fiddle,” 
is to be the rude but charming old ballad on which the Panto- 
mime at Covent Garden is to be founded, and the last scene will 
consist of a splendid emblematical exhibition of the ‘ dish run- 
ning away with the spoon,” according to the last scene of the 
entertaining document. Polhill is to be the Spoon, and Bunn 
is to Dish him, which he will achieve by Christmas easily. 

We have been to see Gustavus once or twice this we ek, and 
have been much concerned by the appearance, in the last scene, 
of aset of fellows in Wellington boots, black masks, and party- 
coloured dominoes, who are said to be noblemen, and who mar 
the effect of the ball scene by their unspeakable insolence of 
deportment and awkwardness of manner ; since they unite the 
two qualities of effrontery and sheepis hness. These fellows 
look as if they would fain sink into the earth with stupidity ; 
and yet they venture to sneak up to a private box, and spoil 
the effect of the scene by holding converse with some of their 
friends in the proscenium boxes. Now we are quite ready to 
admit that those persons are admirably adapted for the office 
of supernumeraries, which it is their high ambition to fill, and 
they are fully at liberty to loll about the boards, talking to the 
shilling per hight figurantes, and eutering into classic discus- 
sions on the state of the drama with the Shegogs and Tuck- 


wells of the establishment. But, nevertheless, they ought to 
show something like attention to the business of the scene. 
If,’ in the impressive words of Mears, who hates the aristo- 


cratic interlopers upon his peculiar province of looking like an 
ass—‘¢ If,” cried Mears in a frenzy of porter and peppermint 

If, I say, they are supernumeraries, why can’t they behave 
as sich.” 

All the miuors are exerting every nerve for the production of 
the Christmas Pantomimes, those annual exhibitions of muscu- 
lar activity and uew scenery. What are to be the subjects we 
are of course unable to disclose at present, though we doubt 
not that the Arabian Nights’, and the Infant’s Library, will 
be put into active requisition as usual. The grand attraction 
among the smaller houses will of course be the Fitzroy, both 
on account of the novelty of the pieces, the talent of the com- 
engaged, and(what at this house is the greatest novelty of 
all) the respectability of the management. Considerable ex- 
pectations are formed (and with good reason) of the success 
of a new domestic drama called The Templar, which contains 
a very interesting character for Miss Mason of the Victoria, 
who at that hense, though she put forth many signs of genius, 
never had the opportunity of appearing in an original part, which 
is the only true test of a performer’s abilities. Her brother 
likewise plays im the piece, and Parry, of Covent Garden has a 
character in it, of a kind which, though common in real life, 
I that we remember, been as yet sketched by the drama- 
tist. We shall not mar the interest by describing it, but recom- 
mend all our readers to take the earliest opportunity of seeing 
it. "The Pantomime opens witha mythological burlesque, which 
has, at al] events, one great advantage over Pantomime openings 
in general: for it will be supported by the abilities of three of 
the best low comedians of the day, Manders, Pe ‘ry, and Ox- 
berry. If it should fail with such assistance, the writer can 
he the on lv person to blame ; for every aid in point of scenery, 
&e., is awarded by the liberality of the 
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Our worthy friend Knowles has positively appeared at the 
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Victoria as Macbeth ; a character which he transferred from a 
Scotchman into an Irishman, to accomodate his own brogue, 
and occasion a little fun to Mrs. Keeley’s friends when she 
took her benefit. The honse applauded of course, because 
nobody likes to hiss Knowles (and it would be too bad if they 
did); but, when Mr. Butler is in the company, we can’t pre- 
cisely see the fun of making Macbeth a son of the Emerald 
Isle, however facetious may “have been the idea of doing so, 
If Knowles must play in farces, they should not be announced 
in the bills as Shakspe: ire’s trage dies. Had it been advertised 
thus—Macbeth, by Mr. Knowles (his first appearance in a 
comic character), we should have gone to witness the racy 
novelty ; but seriously to talk of his playing the hero of one 
of Shakspeare’s plays is rather too much of a practical joke 
for even us to tolerate. Selby, whose grin loses none of its 
fervour by our wholesome hints, has likewise been enacting 
serious parts with a racy exuberance of animal spirits that can 
only be accounted for upon financial principles. He must be 
receiving a good salary, or his giggle must have begun to go 
down long ago. We wonder what it is per week that keeps up 
his strange merriment. 





——— an 


ANNOUNCEMENT TO ALL CHRISTIANS. 


eng 








At this festive season of the year, it is usual to do all in 
one’s power to promote the merriment of one’s race, and 
obedience to this grand social law of universal benevolence, 


The WAG, 


which is running a gay career of unbridled popularity, will, in its 


Eighth Number, for Saturday, December 
28, 1833, 


contribute more than even its usual amount to the 
cheerfulness, by presenting its readers with a 


Grand Christmas Boon! 
being no less au offering to popular avidity than 


Six Caricatures! ! 

on which Seymour (now kuown as the LevratHan of humour 
has been employed for the last three weeks. Nothing more 
need be said on this subject to the readers of Figaro, whose 
grateful hearts have long ago been taught to leap with ecstacy 
at the bare mention of Six Cartcatu RES BY Seymour: a 
treat endeared to them by the repeated triumphs of art achieved 
by the felicitous S. in the pages of this favoured periodical. 

“The trade has long ago learnt that when Se ymour does put 
forth Be ‘xatala ch: irms, ho orders can be too compre hensive 
or too early in their transmission to the publisher. Private in- 
dividuals will see the necessity of rapid orders to their res spec- 
tive newsmen, and 


Remember! WAG Office, Temple Bar! 


be the watchword among all the vendors of papers and 


nation’s 


must 
periodicals. 

Threepence is the Charge! 
for we scorn to take advantage of the public by laying a tax 
upon an article which every body must have if it cost a shil- 


ling. 
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FINE BEAVER HATS.—EIGHTEEN SHILLINGS. 
VENUE Beaver Hats, manufaetured by the undersigned Pa- 
tentees, and sold at the above Price, will be found fully equal to those sold by 
retailers at Twen ty One Shillings. Dealers sypplied : 
FRANKS & Co. 


2, 4 
Loxnox, { % Pedcross Street, City. 


t 149, kegent Street, Wes 


Fetter Lane, 


21, PATERNOSTER ROW 


